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there if you can find it."
I got up and went to the wall and looked at my
picture again.
My mind went back to a night in the rue Mont-
parnasse when I sat m a small cafe, next to the famous
Dome. It must have been almost eleven that night.
I think the year was 1933 and I was turning over the
pages of Paris So^r, reading about the coming into
power of a new party in Germany and of a man called
Adolf Hitler whose picture I saw for the first time
that night There was a look of determination on
this man's face, which was frightening even though
at that moment I remember dismissing it as melo-
dramatic I was sitting alone and was sipping coffee
and cognac, waiting for the odd hour to pass when the
night-life of that city used to begin. Then I laid my
" paper down and watched the constant stream of
passers-by, listened to the patter of patent-leather
shoes, the chatter of conversation trickling from
those who sat in the cafe around me, the syncopation
of clanking horns, the gendarme's whistle and the
roar of the traf&c as it passed by. And then someone
near me, a young man whom I hadn't noticed, asked
me for a match and I gave him one, to find he had
taken it only to light a broken stump. I dipped into
;my pocket for my case and offered him a cigarette,
/ which he gratefully took and put in his pocket and
continued to smoke the stump. A little later the
waiter came and made up his bill. The young man
had only two large sandwiches of ham and crisp